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	1. How Dare She

Stoick couldn't look at her. He didn't want to be angry with her, but he couldn't look at her. He'd spent a lifetime as an angry man, and the more the feeling came back, the more he despised how much it cost him. But try as he might, he was angry, now. As angry and hurt and confused as he'd ever been.

When he saw her for the first time in years, after those damn awkward introductions, he'd felt younger and more emotional than he could ever remember. But then she'd smiled nervously at him, and unforeseen wrinkles came around her mouth and eyes, pointing to grey hairs that had taken over the brown he once knew. That's when the anger came in earnest. He dreamt that night of the day she left. It'd been a day like any other day. The lack of momentum had become a part of his rage.

She had no idea what he'd been through. She couldn't. She didn't know their son, not like he did. She didn't know how much like her he was, how looking at him was a dagger in his chest because it was like looking at her. She had no idea that he'd grown up into her copy, how even without her he spoke like her, moved like her, thought like her, ended up like her. Hiccup was his mother's son, and through no fault of father or son, raising Hiccup gave Stoick the constant compulsion to grieve her.

And now, she was here. Their son was grown. They were both grey. Stoick had spent a lifetime battling anger, and his entire fatherhood stumbling through pitfalls of grief, frustration, and guilt. She was here now, but that couldn't bring her back the way he needed, because she'd been gone for too many years.

Hiccup had only been four years old when she'd left, little more than a babe. Old enough to understand that she was gone, but too young to understand that no amount if tantrums would bring her back. Whenever Stoick looked at her now, he could only hear his son's crying, the angry, four year old sobs that Valka would never remember. They'd defined Stoick's early attempts at parenting, those grief-fuelled tantrums. The screaming, the anger, the tears, the heart-wrenching knowledge that Hiccup was doing nothing really wrong, because his mother was gone, and no one knew how, or why.

And now she was here, and because she was so much like her son, she was trying to mentor him, to teach him, to mother him.

How _dare_ she.

Stoick had never mothered Hiccup. He didn't know how. But he sure as hel had been there to father him, no matter how shoddy, and he'd done it all without her. Hiccup had no mother. The woman who gave birth to him hadn't even recognized him until he'd said his name.

Grey hairs. Wrinkles. Just barely taller than their son, hands long and slender like his, eyes green, mind sharp. She had her hand on their son's shoulder and the sight made something in his blood burn.

Hiccup was a man now, but four-year old screams filled Stoick's ears anew. He looked down away from her, only to see his own silvery beard instead.

How dare she.


	2. Ground

**A/N:** MAJOR SPOILERS. MAJOR MAJOR MAJOR SPOILERS. If you're on tumblr at all, this is what has come to be known as The Spoiler. It's not _technically_ official, but came out via reviews after the Cannes screening.

READ AT YOUR OWN RISK

* * *

><p>They'd kept it afterwards. Something about an heirloom. It'd be his, now. He could still see lye dust clumping in the tufts from where they'd washed out the blood.<p>

It brushed the floor in a way that made him angry. It wasn't supposed to do that. He pulled on the heavy steel crests on either of his shoulders, unfamiliar designs that he was supposed to be proud of. He didn't think he'd ever be able to look at the patterns with anything other than guilt. It still touched the floor. He wasn't tall enough for it. He'd never be tall enough.

Astrid had helped him put it on, but when he didn't say or do anything after, she'd left him be. So there he stood, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, Chief of the Hooligan tribe, clothed in his father's mantle, fur on his shoulders heavier than Mjolnir itself.

He was looking at nothing, but anyone who looked into his face would have realized that this is what becoming chief really meant. His eyes were sunken and dark, with tired bags and blood-shot grief. You could tell where the wrinkles would appear on his face decades from now, what Hiccup would look like as an old man. His mouth was frozen in a weary grimace, a frown, an expression he'd never had to wear before. How could he have?

Onto his still face, a hand appeared and cupped his cheek. He closed his eyes. Gently, it put a slender finger beneath his chin and lifted. His eyes met his mother's gaze and held it for only a few seconds before he crumpled. Face contorting, his chest caved in and his eyes betrayed him, lobbing thick tears down on his already-raw face. She wrapped her arms around him, hands in his hair, and stood there, holding him, saying nothing. He wouldn't realize until later that she had begun crying, too. He did not sob. He did not scream. He did not yell, and he did not ask why. He'd done all of that already. Now, he cried silently, aching deep in his chest, where this grief would seep out quietly across his life.

"Courage, Hiccup," His mother spoke quietly against his hair, "courage."

Feeling the mantle of authority on his back, touching the lye-rough fur, smelling the last scents of the bark and smoke and ale that had followed his father's path and knowing they would fade until they were nothing, Hiccup cried. He'd always known it would take courage to be chief, to follow in his father's footsteps. He'd never thought it would be like this.

Even as he bowed his head over his mother's shoulder, the cloak still brushed the ground.


	3. Mourn

**A/N: **I saw HtTYD2 last night. I am completely broken, in every good way and bad way and bittersweet way possible. I need to see it again ASAP.

MAJOR SPOILERS, AHOY!

* * *

><p>The chief's house was, shockingly, mostly intact. There was a hole in the front wall and they'd have to reconstruct the west support that had a nasty looking crack in it, but after they'd melted away the ice (or rather, after Cloudjumper had done so for them), there it was, still standing.<p>

Valka hadn't recognized most of the house – it'd been rebuilt too many times since she'd left. But there was one beam, the central support of the house. It was an old, charred, black tree trunk, scratched and tarred so thick it looked like pure resin. She'd touched it reverently, fingers grazing over old scars and warps. Hiccup would've seen her wipe at her cheek, but he was busy staring at his father's chair at the head of the hearth. He heard Toothless make a noise outside, and he felt a surge of anger at the sound. He squared his jaw, eyes stinging, heart guilty, and made himself look at anything else.

Astrid's family had cooked them dinner, but let them eat by themselves. They were quiet as they ate. Mother and son hugged each other, tight but numb, before they went to their beds.

Hiccup couldn't sleep. His mind was whirring in a restless agony that wouldn't really register with his conscious no matter how he tried to face it. He lied still on his mattress, heart screaming.

He dozed off at some point, only to wake up shortly afterward to a noise wafting up from the lower level of the house. He didn't recognize it at first, but then he realized that his mother was crying. He couldn't see her, but he imagined it, her curled up on Stoick's bed, the bed that would now be hers. Just hers. Hiccup listened to her for a while, and her sobs tore at his heart. He felt his own tears start to pool on his pillow as he stared blankly off into the dark. He couldn't take it. Rising quietly, he snuck downstairs and pushed the door of his father's bedroom slowly open. It still smelled like him. Despite all the ice and the draft that the damage had caused, despite the cooking and now Valka returned, the room was filled with that smoky, woodsy scent that had always meant _dad._

Valka must have heard the door, but she didn't even move, didn't try to stop crying. He came closer and put a hand on her shoulder. "Mom," he said, voice cracking slightly. She finally turned, eyes red (though he could barely tell in the dark).

"Hiccup," She whispered, sitting up and reaching out to him. She let out another sob, but before she could finish he had her in his arms, and they wept over each other's shoulders.

Holding your tired, weeping mother in your arms while her heart shatters is an experience that no son could ever forget. But because of all that had happened, all he'd lost, and found, and been through, and all that was now expected of him, Hiccup would only ever be able to remember the moment through the memory of his own tears and heartache. Unlike the days that had led them here, she had no more words of courage to offer, and he had no more resolve to hide behind. They only cried.

Berk would start again tomorrow. Rebuilding would begin tomorrow. He would be their chief tomorrow. She would begin to teach them all tomorrow. But tonight, they would just be Hiccup and Valka, mother and son, holding each other together inside their broken home.

They'd learn how to be whole again in the morning. But for now, they would mourn.


	4. Sketchbooks

After becoming chief, Hiccup slept a lot. It was an accumulation of many things: rebuilding Berk, his new status as chief, acclimating to living with his long-lost mother, grief over his father's death. Whenever he got the chance, he collapsed into bed and stayed there even to the oddest hours. Toothless moped a bit about it because they didn't fly quite as much as they used to, but then, Toothless seemed to face the same fatigue as his human friend. Valka had never even heard of a small sky dragon like Toothless becoming an alpha – alpha status was reserved for sea dragons, ancient beasts, large as islands and big enough to feed their nest. Still, for the lack of precedent, Toothless was adjusting well. He held his head high, and saw that all dragons were taken care of, no one neglected or ignored. He even tolerated the babies (to an extent). But, like his human companion, he slept. A lot.

Quietly, carefully, Valka snuck up the stairs, knowing her son was likely asleep. He was, as was Toothless. She bit back a smile when she saw them: both sprawled out on their respective beds, Hiccup on his belly and Toothless on his back, legs, half legs, and tails strewn about, all soft snoring and dream-twitch eyes. Maybe, just maybe, if Valka had been on Berk all this time, if her son's sleeping face was a commonplace sight, she would have turned around and gone back to her work. Instead, she crept closer, and knelt, eyes loving as she ducked to look at Hiccup's face.

He was peaceful when he was asleep. Muscles lax, newfound worries and grief all gone for a respite. Carefully, like she would with a shy dragon, she reached out and brushed her hand through his hair, looking at the freckles on the skin beyond. He mumbled in his sleep, incoherent slurs, and nudged his face into her hand, nose twitching when his fringe tickled his face. She laughed quietly, and moved beyond to Toothless, whose leg mimed a scratch when she petted his neck. She crossed the room and closed the curtains against the afternoon sun so her boys could sleep longer.

As she walked back across the darkened room, she tripped on Toothless' tail and caught herself on a bookshelf. Books went everywhere. She darted her eyes over to Hiccup in alarm, but the man only turned lazily onto his side and continued snoring. She sent an annoyed glance at Toothless' tail and began replacing the books to their shelf.

As she scooped up the mis-matched books, a few fell open and showed her what she was handling. Pages and pages, wrinkled and aging, warped with ink and water paints and charcoal. The first drawing she came across was of Toothless – she could tell because of the tail. It was remarkably well-done. She glanced at Hiccup and back at the book. She'd been told her son was quite the artist and inventor – just in the first few weeks of rebuilding their island, Hiccup had already demonstrated his engineer's imagination and skill at the forge. But this was something different. Softer, even, in the way he drew out the expressions and movements of his dragon. She turned the page and found neatly-written notes along with a few more illustrations. _"...another one to the south," _it read, _"I think it might be home to a variant of nadders we do not have on Berk. They are a fiery color, and slightly smaller than the ones back home. I hope to come back and see if I can befriend them, but there is a storm rolling in and I need to get home before dad finds me and hangs me out to dry…"_ A journal. This was Hiccup's personal journal. It seemed a fairly recent entry, but it was at the beginning of the book. So then, where were the rest of…?

Valka glanced at the other books that she was holding. She glanced into one of them, and found more notes and sketches. She glanced at Hiccup, and her intense curiosity overcame her guilt. She gathered up the hand-bound books and sat down cross-legged where she stood by the shelf to read.

* * *

><p>Around dinnertime, Hiccup's stomach growled until he was awake. He chose to ignore it. He was enjoying his bed far too much, and didn't really want to think about moving, much less cooking. (He was, actually, a much better chef than his mother, and usually ended up making their food.) So, he lied there listlessly for a bit, letting Toothless' breathing and the chatter of the village outside lull him back into a doze. The sound of a turning page shattered his trance, and he frowned, eyes closed. Curiously, he peeled back crusty eyelids to peek around his room. He didn't see anything at first, but then there was another page turn, and he caught sight of his mother's boot sticking out from behind his bookshelf.<p>

"Mom?" He croaked hoarsely. There was a startled noise, and she leaned forward to look at him, somewhat guiltily.

"Hiccup," She smiled quietly, "I hope I didn't wake you," her voice sounded odd to him. Thick.

"No," he said, pushing himself up off his mattress, "Just my stomach. What are you doing?" He reached for the prosthetic he'd taken off before lying down.

"Oh, I, uh," she flustered, looking away. He stepped over so he could see her, lap covered in small leather books, others lying at her side. She looked horribly guilty.

"My sketchbooks…?" He asked confusedly. Before he could comment, she cut in,

"I knocked into your shelf on accident. I'd come up to close the window for you," she gestured. "I didn't know what they were, but…" She sighed. "I'm sorry, Hiccup. I was too curious." She glanced down at the book she currently held, and sniffed for some reason. "…I didn't know you drew so well," she said, gesturing shyly at the sketches on the page.

"Oh, um, thanks," he said, unsure how to respond. If she had been Snotlout, or Ruffnut, or his father (Odin rest his soul), or even Astrid, Hiccup would've been upset by the breach in privacy. But for some reason, because she was his mother and she'd missed getting to know him all these years, he understood why she needed to know him more. So, awkwardly scratching the back of his neck, he peered around to see which book she had open in her hands. "Which one is… oh," He said, freezing. She was only at the beginning, the very first drawings he'd done of a night fury, the sloppy penmanship recounting his first encounter with Toothless. She sniffed again, and tried to hide it.

Still feeling odd, Hiccup sat down next to her, looking at his old journal over her shoulder. He'd never had any real reason to pull out his old sketchbooks, so looking at the pages was like looking into a time capsule. He hadn't realized how much he'd grown until now, seeing his younger self looking back at him in paper and charcoal.

"_I guess I didn't mean to call him Toothless, but it's kind of stuck that way and he won't answer to anything else." _He read off the top of the page. He smiled to himself. _"I tried the tail out on him for the first time today. It works! …Sort of."_

"So this is how it happened?" Valka asked, feeling that he'd forgiven her for her intrusion. He nodded by her shoulder.

"Yeah. I like writing things down, so… yeah. It's all there," he said, scratching a cheek. She turned the page, and found the earliest designs for Toothless' tail. She glanced at the page, and sidelong at him. Slowly, she scooted the sketchbook over into his lap.

"Tell me?" She asked. He glanced at her, saw the green eyes that they shared so curious and sad, face hopeful, hair greying from the years they'd missed together. Smiling gently, he took the book and propped it up on his knees, and nestled into his seat.

"Well," He said, "alright."

So he did tell her, from the very beginning, of how a skinny boy and a flightless dragon changed their island and ended a war. He choked up the first time he spoke of his father, but she gave his shoulder a squeeze and never stumbled over the name again. She smiled at his drawings of Toothless and marveled over the youngness of the night fury's spots and wings. Near the end, he choked up again, reading over a memory he'd nearly forgotten

"_I'm proud to call you my son",_ he'd said. Hiccup couldn't speak, so his mother read his thoughts for him. There was not much to say after that – he'd been in a coma too long to write much more. But there was one last entry at the end, about his foot, and sketches of a new prosthetic, and a last comment about his first day awake: _"He hasn't smiled at me in years, and never like that."_ When she was done and turned the book shut, she'd taken his head in her hands and kissed his forehead.

"Thank you," She said, drawing back. "Your mother is as proud as your father." There was a moment when it looked like they might both start crying again, but then Hiccup's stomach growled loudly enough for them both to hear, and Valka laughed with him.

After they'd dined together and Hiccup had sorted through a pile of requests from villagers that she'd taken down while he was asleep, they went on a short flight to exercise their dragons and made sure the construction crews were faring well in the waning hours of the day. Valka pretended not eavesdrop when Hiccup and Astrid met up and shared a private kiss by the mead hall, but when he came back around the corner and saw her, he turned bright red. Finally, they returned to their home at the top of the hill, and Hiccup, as per his new habits, fell asleep shortly thereafter.

She'd gone up to extinguish the candle he'd left burning, but as she crept to the bedside, she saw that he had one of his sketchbooks lying open on the bedside. This one was only half-used, and in the middle, in fresh ink, she read:

"_I think maybe it helps. It hurts, talking about him. But whenever we do… it's weird. Every time we do, even though he's gone, it feels a little more like we're a family again."_

Valka closed the book and put it safely on his bedside table. "Aye, dear," she said, laying a soft kiss to his hair, "it does." She snuffed the candle, petted Toothless, and went to bed.


	5. Remember

It'd been nearly eight months since they'd seen his father sail to Valhalla. All things considered, life was moving on smoothly. The cold winter gales had begun to move in, but they were ready. Berk was steadily growing stronger with each day. His mother was slowly acclimating to a human life once again, he was finally beginning to respond when someone called him 'chief', and with every chisel's blow on the mountain's face, the stone sentinel outside the mead hall looked a little bit more like Stoick, and something in Hiccup's heart began to heal over. They were all healing, from ice and death and loss and the realization that the world was huge and more violent than even the vikings had ever known. But they were healing. They would be fine.

Unbeknownst to Berk's young chief, however, there was one person on the island who had yet to heal, because they hadn't yet realized how broken they were. But, one quiet autumn night, they remembered.

Toothless wailed.

Hiccup sat up bolt upright in bed, utterly startled by the roar and unsure of what had caused it. He screamed in fright, and turned to his dragon. "Toothless? Toothless, what happened? What's wrong?" Were they under attack again? Was Toothless hurt? Why… why was he looking at him like that?

Toothless was staring right at Hiccup through the dark, eyes wide, face pinched. He groaned something that Hiccup couldn't understand, turned fearfully, and bolted out the window. "Toothless!" Hiccup called after him, "Where are you going?" He watched Toothless flap haplessly and glide to the ground. From there, he bolted for the woods and disappeared in the dark. "Toothless!"

Hiccup's metal foot was loud on the stairs in the middle of the night. Valka was waiting for him at the bottom, a candle in one hand. "What's happened?" She asked, holding a blanket around herself for warmth, "Is he alright?"

"I don't know," Hiccup said, grabbing the thick fur cloak he'd inherited when he'd become chief, "I have no idea what's wrong with him. I'm going to go find him."

"Do you want me to…?"

"No," Hiccup put a hand on her shoulder and kissed her cheek, "Stay here. If anyone else heard that, they might come asking what happened. Just… tell them it was nothing." He didn't look certain as he turned and headed out the back door.

Hiccup let his feet guide him through the paths he knew well, the paths he'd trod more than anyone else on the island. When he got close enough, he heard Toothless crying, and frowned.

It wasn't quite as easy to manage the slippery climb down into the cove with his foot, but he managed. The place had changed little, save that the trees had grown taller, the brush more wild. Toothless was curled behind the same rock that Hiccup had always found him behind. He was nearly too big to fit behind it, now.

"Toothless?" Hiccup asked. Toothless jumped and spun, and when he saw Hiccup, keened miserarbly. He flinched and cowered away, until his rump hit the cove wall and he couldn't move or hide.

"Hey, hey but, it's okay, it's fine, what's gotten into you?" Hiccup asked, reaching out a hand calmly, "You're scaring me, bud, what's wrong?" He tried to make his voice soft, not as scared as he felt.

Toothless mumbled something. Hiccup frowned because he couldn't make it out. "What?" He asked. Toothless refused to look at his rider.

_"I did it."_, he sounded more miserable than Hiccup had ever heard him.

"You did… what?" Hiccup asked. Toothless moaned loudly, and shivered his wings until they scraped the ground. Hiccup had never seen a dragon cry before.

_"I did it!"_Toothless wailed, _"I… I killed him! I…. I'm the reason that… He's not here because of ME," _Toothless curled tightly on himself and shook like a frightened child.

Hiccup only stared. Whenever the subject of his father's death came up, he shut down, didn't speak. It was an instinct, a way of coping, moving past the grief. Of _course_ he'd had to face the fact that it'd been Toothless' fire that had killed Stoick. It'd been _Toothless_ who'd stood over the body with smoke trailing out of his maw. It'd been _Toothless_ who advanced on him to the point that his father felt compelled to intervene. It'd been Toothless. But he hadn't actually thought of whether or not Toothless would remember. Memories made for the very worst nightmares. Hiccup knew that, despite his instincts, he had to say something.

"It wasn't your fault, bud, you know that," Hiccup said, easing himself closer, "You would _never_ hurt him," He couldn't help it when his voice cracked.

_"I was going to… I would've killed YOU," _Toothless wailed, almost in hysterics, _"I would have…"_ He whimpered, unable to speak of it.

"You would never hurt _me_," Hiccup said, repeating the words he'd spoken to Toothless months ago, reclaiming him mid-air with Drago above them both, "It wasn't you, bud, it was him. It was always him. It's not your fault."

Gently, Hiccup's hand eased onto Toothless' snout. The fury melted, and Hiccup sat down onto the ground and held Toothless' head in his lap as the dragon groaned out dragon-sized sobs. After he quieted, he pressed into Hiccup's stomach and stayed there.

"Is that it?" Hiccup asked quietly, "You just now remembered?"

_"I was confused," _Toothless told him, _"It was like before we met, when I worked for Her. I forgot how old I was when I was under her control, where i'd come from, what my name was. And then… when I… I didn't know why you were crying. I… I thought I had blacked out. I figured out later that it'd been the alpha, that I'd been taken. I blamed myself for not being there, for not doing anything to protect…" He stopped and cried for a beat. "I never thought that it was… that I was… I did more harm by being there! I shouldn't have been there! I should have been far, far away! Far away…" _His voice was so tortured, Hiccup had begun crying himself.

"Oh, Toothless," He said sadly, petting the fury's head. In Dragonese, he said, _"I'm sorry, bud. I'm so sorry." _

They cried together. Not for a long time, but for a time nonetheless. Then, Toothless said, _"You shouldn't forgive me."_ and Hiccup knew it had to end.

_"There is nothing to forgive, Toothless,"_ He made sure his voice was authoritative, _"Not a single thing. None of it was your fault. None of it… "_ his voice cracked for thinking of it, _"None of it could've been different. My father would have seen it the same way. You're my best friend, bud. You would never hurt either of us. Never. That wasn't you, and I don't have anything to forgive. You're my best friend, and you always will be."_ He hugged Toothless' massive head, and then crawled up under to hug his neck. _"Alright?"_ He asked. Toothless said nothing, but he brought his chin down to press his human into a dragon hug, and Hiccup understood. "Let's go home, bud."

When the two of them walked back in the house, downcast but calm, Valka stood from where she'd been tending a midnight fire. Hiccup paused by her and let Toothless continue on upstairs. Her eyes asked him the question.

"Just a nightmare," He told her quietly. Then, even quieter, "He hadn't remembered what… what Drago made him do." Hiccup couldn't meet her eyes. "Until now." Valka's mouth fell open, and her eyes followed where Toothless had gone. "He'll be okay," Hiccup said, putting a hand on her blanketed shoulder. "We all need to get some sleep."

Hiccup had already taken off his prosthetic and sat on his bed when he looked over and realized that Toothless had forgone his usual spot on his bed and was curled tightly in a ball, facing away from Hiccup. Sighing, Hiccup climbed off the bed and, without his foot, crawled over to Toothless' nest.

To the confusion of the sleepless fury, Hiccup went around to his front, pried back one of his wings, and crawled inside, up near Toothless' head. Then, he turned on his side and found a comfortable spot, using Toothless' leg as a pillow. The fury was watching him uncertainly. They used to sleep like this often, years ago, when Toothless was small and Hiccup was smaller, when Hiccup was aching from his leg and Toothless wasn't sure how to be a dragon among so many humans.

"It'll be okay, bud," Hiccup said, closing his eyes, "I promise it'll be okay."

Toothless stared at the human for a long time, his thoughts all his own. But, after a while, after glancing out the window and back again at Hiccup, Toothless slowly lowered his head and wrapped his wing around Hiccup like he had in the past. Quietly, not quite happily, the boy who was chief and the dragon who was alpha fell asleep.

As they slept, Berk's healing process inched quietly on.


End file.
